Or can this old man be Tolstoi, the primitive Christian,
the vegetarian, the hater of war, the enemy of the great
ones of this earth ? How surprised 1 was to hear that this
was no rejuvenated corpse, nor stoic philosopher, nor hermit
plutocrat, but the doyen of the Russian Imperial family,
the aged Grand-Duke Michael Nicholaievitch, only surviving
brother of Alexander II and great-uncle of the reigning Czar
Nicholas L This was no scomer of the machinery of war,
but a general-ficld-marshal, and commander-in-chief of many
guard regiments and grenadier brigades.
I went on a few paces and a somewhat shrunken little man
with a long white poet's beard and half-closed eyes shuffled
past. " Ah, an old friend !3? I said to myself. " I've seen
that head in some museum of antiquities, perhaps in Naples.
It must be old Homer or yEschylus descended from Olympus
to the lovely Oos valley/'
And again I am disillusioned. It was one of the oldest
diplomats in Europe, Baron Staal, now eighty-three, an
inveterate optimist who, in spite of Mukden and Korea,
Pott Arthur and Yalu, in spite of the Russo-Japanese War
and the peace conference which followed, gazes with half-
blind eyes upon better days in which, in the words of the
Bible, the lamb and panther grazed side by side, . , .